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it seemed to know already that he was coming, and
then it would be quiet. And very soon it was the
regular thing for him to nurse it in his arms for a
while every evening at nine o'clock.
When the spring came, it was he, too, \ "10 taught
Floris to stand and to walk. He tied a strap under
his arms and played at gee-gees, stamping with his
feet. And to teach him to walk alone, after one
o'clock, when he could spare a quarter of an hour, he
would carry him into the yard, where the apple-tree
was just coming into bloom. He would stand Floris
up against the trunk, while he himself would squat
on his heels in front of him with his arms spread out
and make little leaps backwards. The child crowed
with delight, and Stien and Jansje, busy at their pots
and pans, peeped through the kitchen window.
It didn't matter if the child fell, still there would be
the sound of laughter. Frans lifted it high up to
the blossoms so that it blinked its eyes.
Even Gerbrand began to notice the child now,
it amused him to see it, when it hardly reached
as high as his knees, clinging to his trousers and
trampling over his big boots. Then he would stroke
its head and say to Agnete : c He's growing into a
nice little fellow, don't worry.'
But it had to be perpetually watched, it clutched at
everything it could reach in the room, the ink-pot
was pulled from the table, the floor was black, the
chairs stained. Sometimes Gerbrand raised his